POP PIN-UPS 
I saw the pin-up of Illya in issue 6 of 
LADY PENELOPE and I thought it 
would be great if you had a different 
pin-up and the fan-club address each 
week. On the other hand, it would be 
awful if you went pop like some 
comics. You would have to be careful 
whom you chose as a pin-up. 
therine Mueller, 
Scunthorpe. 
Thank you for the suggestion, Katherine. I 
hope to print the occasional pin-up photo- 
graph now and then, but, as you say, it would 
be a shame if LADY PENELOPE became 
Like all the other comics. 


out 


GORGEOUS 
GORDON! 


I think Gordon Tracy 
is the best of all. 
Please, please tell me 
something abouthim! 
Jennifer Cooper, 
Wallasey. 


controller of 


He is 22 and has light 
ginger hair and blue eyes. 
He is a most entertaining 
person to 

always has some 
Fumorous anecdote to 
tell me. His hobbies are 
skin-diving and fishing. 


9 


post» 


WRITE T0: 

LADY PENELOPE, 
167 FLEET STREET, 
LONDON E.C.4. 
(Comp.). 

If you would like a postal 
reply, please. enclose a stamped, 
addressed envelope. 


KEEP WELL OILED! , 


brushing our teeth. 
When my brother 
had finished he 
went over to the 
towel and dried his 
teeth. I asked him why he was doing 
this and he said: “Because my teeth 
might go rusty!”” 
Charmaine Fursman, 
burn. 


The first ten winners are: 
Lynne Talbot, Cardiff; Lesley 
Freeman, Salop; Carol Bennie, 
Falkirk, Stirlingshire; Gloria 
Bufton, Swansea; Julie Mann, 
Chesterfield; Maureen Dunn, 
Liverpool 9; Angela Dunleavy, 
Mansfield ; Gillian Morris, 
Kidderminster; Lynne Gregson, 
Ormskirk, Lancs; Paula Baxen- 
dale, Bolton. 


The 20 runners-up are: Diane 


Shaw, Minster-On-Sea; Anne 
Lauder, Worcester; Jacqueline 
Coombs, Poole; Susan Hogan, 


AKI AIK IIIA IK III IAAI IK ISA IAIA AACA 


FHI III III IAAI IIIA IIA IIA ISIS IIA IAAI AA: 


DOG'S LIFE 
My pet poodle Tiny seemed to be 
getting rather fat, so my mother 
phoned for the vet to come and look at 
him. The vet said he was too fat and 
that he’d have to go on a diet. I really 
thought he was joking, but no, he gave 
us some special food for Tiny! 
Carol Hewson, 
Birmingham. 
I hope that by now the diet is working, and 
that Tiny can touch his toes again! 


A NEW LEAF 
I was amazed to find in one of my 
books an oak leaf that measures exactly 
10 inches, Please could you tell me if 
any other oak leaf of this size has been 
found. 

Marion Lunn, 

Wickford. 

Sir George Taylor of the Royal Botanic 
Gardens, informs me that this is a very 
unusual size for an English oak leaf—most 
oak leaves are only 2-4 inches long, but 
younger trees have longer leaves. I think 
you've found yourself a bargain ! 


KKK IIIA IK III IIIA KIA IIIA IAAI IIIA AAAI, 


PRIZEWINNERS! 


Here are the results of the “Compact” competition in issue 9 of LADY 
PENELOPE. The correct selection was C A D E B F and of the entries which 
correctly gave this selection, the winners were chosen for originality of 
sentence completion, with age and neatness also taken into consideration. 
The first ten winners each receive a gorgeous Tick-A-Tee dress, and the 
20 runners-up a fragrant Dubarry bath set. 


Chichester; Gillian Byrne, Llan- 
dudno; Carol Skinner, Gravesend; 
Sharron Moore, Bradford; Elaine 
Webster,Burton-on-Trent; Maureen 
Wilkinson, Cumberland; Christine 
Sherwood, Hove; Sharon Cooke, 
Tipton; Heather Coxon, County 
Durham; Carole Pascoe, Notting- 
ham; Marion Packer, Swindon; 
Kathryn Pattison, Walsall; Jane 
Tibbits, Suffolk; Jennifer Kemp, 
Bishops Stortford; Pamela Dunk- 
ley, Northampton; Susan Traves, 
Bridlington; Margaret Brumble- 
hulme, Blackpool. 


SEIN 


SRO 


GNASHERS NOSHED! 
One night my mum put her false teeth 
in a glass of water in the bathroom, and 
when she went to collect them in the 
morning she found that they had gone. 
She hunted everywhere for them and 
finally found them in the dog’s basket, all 
chewed up! We couldn’t stop ourselves 
from laughing. 
Lynne Robertson, 
Glasgow S.3. 


PRETTY KEYS... 
My hobby is collecting old keys. My 
father knows a locksmith who, when 
he comes across any interesting keys, 
lets me know about them. Some of the 
keys come from old junk shops, and 
they are usually very cheap because 
they aren’t any good to anyone. I don’t 
go around looking for valuable ones, I 
just get pleasure from collecting them. 
Some of them are very beautiful. 
Adrienne Rose, 
Huntingdon. 


GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS! 
I disagree entirely with all the boys 
who wrote to LADY PENELOPE 
saying how much they disliked girls. I 
think girls are smashing, adorable, 
irresistible and what is more, I like 
them. I don’t know how anybody can 
say such untrue things about beautiful 
girls. My favourite girl at the moment 
is called Elaine. She’s the tops, smash- 
ing. 
Philip Bevan, 

Boreham Wood. 

Flatterer ! 


NO 'ARM DONE! 

One day I was unfortunate enough to 
break my arm and I had to stay away 
from school. My big brother kept on 
saying how he wished he could break 
his arm and have Jots of time away from 
school. He broke his arm all right!— 
during the summer holidays! 
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PERILS OR; 
PARKER 


CLUMSY ... ARTFUL ... AND SAFE AS HOUSES! 


SPOOR OLD PERCE! 


aS Gf ’ My 
(POOR OLD PERCE! pe es So Parce took my int. Yl” Y 
O | ME €'s PLANTED A 5 pear lie WSS ~ d Y 
in . LAWN THIS WEEK: PEE OSS ZZ 
maryellons | SS % 
+ YOU S 
ey with i | > Sse 


WL, 


a \ittle 


imagination... 
ang some 
big volle oF 
gardening, 
erring. 


—_—— 
L CHARMING / 
= ~~ 


After the storm, 
we ?ad Q look MORE WOLD 
at the damage... 20 THE TRICK, 


PERCE. 


AS 


KM/T ONE... P/GHT 

UWNOES THE FLAGPOLE, 

STRING ROUND THE 
NBC .. PUBL ONES 


GOT THE 
PATTERN OUT 


IY 
PARKER... 
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\.ND FOR LAW 


WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED N 


3 ROCHE -GULIAN ROCHE! 
YANUARY WAS | SHELL BE \S. GUESS YOU WANT 70 LOOK 
OY NEALE ALL RIGHT, OVER THE HORSES STALLS, 
THE HORSE DEATHS HERE... a F 7O MAKE SURE NOTHING THERE | 
SOMETHING OR SOMEONE VASE BIE FO DO 
WAS WORRYING HER. : ° Ge DiS 


Five thoroughbred show jump horses 
have died mysteriously, and January 
Milidas is hurt when her horse falls dead 
on the gallop. Ilya, who was with 
January at the time, returns to the ranch 
stables... 


2ONWT FIND 


7 
ANT: BALLY BCORCHED- 


BU7 HOW > 


i 72L MANAGE FROM 
Wor Ov/ 


PERHAPS \ . ’ . INTRUOERS 
THUS BURN HOLE IN STALL .! ACTIVATE 
(8 THE ANEIVER.,. REET, Ge wow! 


© 1966 METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 


WITHOUT WHOSE ASSISTANCE THIS FEATURE WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE 


4OOK- MAYBE/ 
CAN SEE WHAT 
HAS CAUSED 


THE HOLES. 
CROWING/ 17S 
CREEPING ALONE 
\ AE WALL TOWAROS 


THE FIRE STREAKS 
THROUGH THE 
DRY STRAW. 


THE HOREEE - 
GET THEM OUT! 


(4L SEE 7O 
THE REST! 
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= 

| AWI6P OF SMOKE 
RISING FROM THE 

[EDGE OF THE HOLE... 


GULIAN! WHAT 
HAPPENED ? 


DOWNS 
Wy COMETH NGS 
BURNING THE 
Wwoom/ 


NG 
iT MOVES ALONG, 
ae INVISIBLE RA’ 
STRIKES AN O! 
Se 


L LAME... 


YAM! VA! 
OUT OF I7/ 


OUT -7HE 
ROOFS CAVING 
if 


NEXT WEEK: “How are you enjoying your holiday, Mr. Kuryakin ?” 


TOP SECRET FILE 
NUMBER 92946 


Lady Penelope speakin 
In the vaults beneath my 


mansion there is a strong 
room where I store dossiers 
of all the cases in which 
| have been involved, 
however small the part I 
have actually played. A 
new story from my files 
begins this week—the story 
of Patsy Taylor and her 
brother Wilf. Patsy told me 
this amazing story herself, 
just the way everything 
happened. It all began, she 
‘Says, one day when she 
went to the fair... 


F there hadn’t been a fortune teller 

at the local fair, and if Patsy 

Taylor hadn’t bothered to go in 
and cross the old dearie’s palm with 
silver, there would never have been a 
Brandon Estate Chronicle. 

“You'll be a writer,” the gipsy had 
said. Actually, she was no more a 
gipsy than the admiral of the fleet, 
and the lines on Patsy’s palm were 
no more than the lines on Patsy’s 
palm, but this was the first thing that 
came into her head. 

“*Yes—-a writer! You like writing.” 
she had added, hopefully. 

Patsy had taken the bait, hook, 
line and sinker. “Why yes, I do! We 
had a newspaper once, at school, and 
I got a poem in it! Do you want to 
hear it?” 

“Er—no thanks, dearie. Not just 
now. I can, um, see another customer 

. . er, client waiting.” 

So Patsy had gone off in a kind of 
daze, and run home to get hold of her 
younger brother, Wilf. Mayhe the 
holidays werent going to be so dull 
after all! 


“Wilf, I am going to be a writer.” _ 


said Patsy with immense satisfaction. 
“Actually, I’m going to be an editor, 
and if you'll stop mucking about 
with that soppy train set for a minute, 
T'll make you my assistant.” 

“Patsy’s blown her stabilisers,” 
yelled Wilf, but a finger and, thumb 
deftly applied to his right ear shut 
him up. “Go and get those spare 
exercise books left over from last 
term,” ordered Patsy. “We'll start 
now. There’s no time like the present.” 

A couple of minutes spent in deep 
thought, a couple of licks at the end 
of a pencil, and the Brandon Estate 
Chronicle was born . . . a fine heading 
in “Olde English” letters that started 
off all right, and got all crabbed up 
at the end when there wasn’t quite 
enough paper left. 

“You should have tried tracing the 
letters from the Borough News,” said 
Wilf critically. “Quiet. I’m the editor,” 
said Patsy. 


HE two of them went out and sat 

on the stone wall that separated 

the big blocks of flats from the main 
road. 

“Are we waiting for some news to 

come along?” asked Wilf innocently. 


“Yes. Keep your eyes peeled,” said 
his sister. 

Wilf considered deeply. “There’s 
old man Walker trying to start his 
ear. How about that? Look! He’s 
climbed out and caught his coat in 
the door! Now he’s lifting the honnet 

. and he’s burned his hand on the 
radiator!” 

“We'll put that down, for a start,” 
said Patsy. “I’d send you across to 
get a personal interview . . . (she 
could see Mr. Walker's lips moving 
angrily) . . . but on second thoughts, 


Now Tom, the postman, was 
coming down the pavement. “Hey, 
Tom! Have you got any news? We're 
going to run a brand-new local news- 
paper!” 

“Mrs. Dobson in B 65’s had twins,” 
said Tom helpfully. “And when 
there’s recorded delivery letters to 
that artist Mr. Clapham on the top 
floor of D, a postman has to climb up 
300 stairs. How’s that?” 

“Jolly good. Er—why don’t you 
use the lift?” asked Patsy. 

“Because perishin’ kids are always 
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joy-riding up and down in it,” said 
Tom pomtedly, and passed on. 

Wilf had a wander round, and dis- 
appeared into the drying green. “Our 


Dad’s pyjamas have got a tear in the © 


leg, and Mrs. Birtles told Mrs. Green- 
away that our Mum ought to mend 
’em,” he volunteered. 

“We can’t print that,” scoffed 
Patsy. “Which leg, anyway . . .?” 

Half an hour went past, and since 
Mr. Walker was still trying to start 
his car, Patsy scrubbed that story. 
“We haven’t got much,” she said 
forlornly. “I suppose we'd better go 
and find some news, since it doesn’t 
look like it’s coming to find us!” 


LARK’S, the newsagents, was 

empty. Mr. Clark was checking a 
book to see who hadn’t paid the 
paper bills. 

“How do we find some news, Mr. 
Clark?” asked Patsy, coming straight 
to the point. “I’m editor of the 
Brandon Estate Chronicle, by the 
way.” 

Mr. Clark sucked thoughtfully at 
his teeth. “I dunno, Patsy,” he said. 
“But here comes Alf with the evening 
papers from the City. Ask him.” 

Alf didn’t know either, but he said 
he once met a reporter in a pub who 
got tip-offs from policemen, and 
places like the fire-station. 

“Then that’s where we'll go,” 
decided Patsy. “The fire-station’s 
only just round the corner.” 

Tt was a lucky break. Just as they 
arrived, the big folding doors of the 
station slid open, and with a flashing 
of blue lights, and the high whining 
of its alarm, a scarlet appliance shot 
into the street and roared off towards 
town. There was a black saloon car 
pulled up just by the pavement, and 
the station officer was talking 
animatedly to the driver. Patsy, 
never a shy girl, interrupted him. 

“Where’s the fire?” she asked. 
“We've got to get a story for the 
Brandon Estate Chronicle.” 

The fire officer grinned, but it was 
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the driver of the car who answered. A 
weatherbeaten-looking man with a 
grey moustache and watery blue 
eyes, he beamed at Patsy and Wilf, 
and flung open the passenger door. 


“Joey Bullen, newshound of the 
Borough News,” he chuckled. “Always 
glad to help out a struggling colleague. 
Hop in .. . I’m going there myself.” 

Now a hair-raising drive to catch 
the fire engine, two-wheel cornering, 
and shooting traffic lights in the path 
it cleared. Long looks from point- 
duty policemen, but Joey Bullen 
didn’t care. 

“You'll have to let me see this 
paper of yours,” he grinned. “Bring 
it down to The News office when 
you’ve done it.” 

“Not likely,” said Patsy. “You 
might pinch what we’d written.” 

“You've got the right idea, any- 
way,” said Joey admiringly. And 
Patsy felt rather smug. 


THE fire was quite a big one. It 

had taken a good hold on 
Bartles Paper Warehouse on Scott 
Street, and Patsy heard someone say 
that other fire brigades in the county 
were being called in to help. A 
passer-by said it was because John- 
son’s Paint Works backed on to 
Bartles, and if the fire spread, there’d 
be real trouble. 

“Tm going to be here for quite a 
time,” said Patsy to Wilf. “You'd 
better oatch the bus home and tell 
Mum what’s going on.” She handed 
the notebook to her crestfallen brother. 
“Here, take this, and stand by the 
phone. I'll ring the story to you, 
because Joey said that’s what re- 
porters have to do.” 

“Aw, Patsy! Have a heart! Can’t I 
stay?” 

“No, you can’t. I’m the boss, 
remember. Besides, ’ve—um—made 
you deputy editor in my absence. And 
that’s a jolly important job.” 


THEN Patsy was on her own, 
strolling importantly about with 
a pencil and a sheet of paper torn 


from the back of her ‘first edition’. 
Someone shoved her impatiently 
aside, and said something about “Get 
out of here, can’t you,” but he was 
gone before she could find the grand 
words to tell him who she was. 

She saw Joey ducking about asking 
questions, but she couldn’t get through 
to him, because policemen kept 
moving her back, and they didn’t 
seem to be interested in the Chronicle. 

So Patsy took the real newshound’s 
way out. When the nearest police- 
man’s back was turned, she slipped 
out of sight behind a fire-engine, took 
advantage of a handy drift of smoke, 
and ran unnoticed along the front of 
the burning building. 

“Hoy! Where d’you think you're 
going?” A firm hand gripped her 
elbow, and it was. Joey Bullen. 

“I braved the flames to get the 
inside story,” said Patsy, accidentally 
hitting on a pretty good headline. 
“Don’t be a spoilsport, Mr. Bullen!” 

“You’ve got a nerve,” said the 
reporter admiringly. “But you can’t 
mess about here! Think what'd 
happen if an accident happened. Fine 
story it’d make . . . ‘Editor perishes 
scooping Scott Street fire.’ Trouble is, 
your paper would miss it . ... because 
you wouldn’t be around to, er, print.” 

That made sense. Patsy considered. 
“But I’ve got to get my story,” she 
wheedled. 

“Tell you what I'll do,” said Joey. 
“Take this down. ‘Magnificent efforts 
of local firemen. Losing battle with 
the flames as they wait for help. 
Estimated damage already runs into 
five figures, says warehouse spokes- 
man’. Okay, Patsy? Take it from 
there, and pad your story out with a 
nice description of what’s going on! 
Now cut off, or you'll be arrested.” 

“Thanks, Mr. Bullen,” grinned 
Patsy, and sneaked back the way she 
had. come. 


1 “THERE was one telephone box on 


the corner of South Street, and 
Patsy found it empty. She dived in 
and dialled her home, and Wilf was 
already there at the other end waiting 
for the story. 


It took Patsy a fair time to spell it 
all out, sentence by sentence. She had 
to concentrate so hard that she didn’t 
hear the thumping behind her on the 
phone-box door. 

She looked round, and there was 
Joey Bullen again, signalling frantic- 
ally to her. He couldn’t get the 
folding doors of the booth open, 
because Patsy had her back wedged 
against them. 

“Hang on, Wilf,” she said. And 
then, “What is it, Mr. Bullen?” 
opening the doors. 

“Give me the ’phone, quick,” he 
said. “All the other reporters have 
gone off, but my car’s blocked in by 
debris. I’ve got to telephone the story 
through before our issue goes to 
press!” 

“Come on,” said Patsy. “I was here 
first, and I haven’t finished yet. 
Besides, I think I'll add the hit about 
your car...” 

Joey said something rude under 
his breath, and reached out to grab 
the receiver from Patsy’s hand. A 
short struggle . . . the recciver slipped 
and bashed against the wall. And 
then nothing. The line was dead, the 
phone useless!” 

“You've probably cost me my 
job,” wailed Joey, and took off down 
the street shouting “Taxi! Someone 
get me a taxi!” and leaving Patsy 
feeling guilty, holding the broken 
phone. 


NEXT morning, after breakfast, 

Patsy Taylor was strangely silent. 
She’d told Wilf about what had 
happened at the telephone booth, and 
he hadn’t been encouraging. “Joey 
Bullen’s going to be hopping mad,” 
he said. “Maybe he'll have you put in 
jail for deliberately mucking up 
another paper’s story.” 

And then there came a ring at the 
front doorbell, and Mum went to 
answer it. 

She came back, looking rather 
surprised. 

“There’s a Mr. Mulvaney wanting 
to speak to you, Patsy. He says he’s 
the editor of the Borough News.” 


TO BE CONTINUED 


LADY PENELOPE 
TEA SET 


Lovely Lady Penelope tea set in 
‘Penelope pink’. This is a REAL 29 piece 

tea set which includes an authentic 
Georgian tea pot, sugar bowl and milk jug, 
each with its own Lady Penelope monogram. 
Beautifully laid-out in a colourful 


window-display box. 
ACTUAL SIZE Gi) 


17'wide by T1'deep 


THREE DIMENSIONAL! 


ROM 


THUNDERBIRDS! 


ON SALE IN 

THE SHOPS NOW! 
FIRST TIME IN 
ENGLAND 

30. PAINTING SETS 
FROM 


THUNDERBIRDS! 


ACTUAL SIZE 
12) DEEP 16% WIDE 


Lady Penelope dressing table set, all monogrammed 
with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set 
includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush 
and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl 
decorated with an imitation orchid. 
The set comes in its own 

beautiful display box. 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. LONDON COLISEUM - ST. MARTINS LANE - LONDON - W.C.2 LIMITED SUPPLY IN SHOPS Now! 
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Charming Lady Penelope jewellery set, 
containing a pearl necklace, bracelet, hair 
band and a ring which can be adjusted to 
fit any finger. 

The whole set is in 
‘Penelope pink’ 


Their ways are eutmoded— but boy, are they loaded! 
yon ie ( 


MR.DRYSDALE 16 HAVING TROUBLE} 
WITH HIS WIFE... il 
<— WN 


“pL SAME AG LAST YEAR- 
MST A COLLECTION. 
OF SNOBS AND BORES:! 


[e} HI 
THE CONTESTANTS (oy CONTEST. 
Cre ae Ea 
ANNOLINCED, GRANNY 4 Whbee 


f a 
THEY'RE LIP AGAINST 
THE CHAMPEEN 
CAKE ~MAKER 


Sa cas 


GREAT SCOTT! FIRST, YUH TAKES A 5 ey, 


OF HOG GRITS ! THEN TOSS IN 
(MEDICS SOME GQLIRREL FAT. NEXT YUH, 
Z THINK ILL. FRY LP SOME SKUNK LEGS. 
HAVE ANOTHER THERE CAN SE GOT 7A = 
Sisce tes 78 |W Ge gices Wek ry 
tf LW 
UE ED SHE PLEASE REVEAL 
HER IDENTITY, AND 
TELL 1/5 HOW SHE, 
COOKED 17? 


BUT THE UDGES HAVE 
HEARD ENOLIGH... 


S\N 
WAN ) SAY - WHERE! 
N AWN c ey C$. EVERYONE G02. 
TaN (2 pe Vel? 
(f ) y 2 
) & 
PANY, 
“Al! 
¢ HIGHTAILED [T FORN 
EXCLISE » 
ME IT, ER- 
a-d 7 yy W'S ALL RIGHT 
FEELVERY MY { FOR yOL/ 12 HAD 
WELL! SEVEN SLICES / 


—THEMEELVES £ 
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YOU HAVE BEEN ASKING 
THE SAME QUESTIONS 
FOR TWO HOURS. > 
YOU TELL LIS WHAT 

HAPPENED PERHAPS 
WE CAN HELP YOU. 


FAB ONE GLIDES 
SMOOTHLY AWAY. 
FROM _THE POLICE 
STATION. 


SCOFFED 
OF SOMEONE TAKING 
OVER THE WORLL. 


THE MORE 
¢ HEAR ABOUT THIS 
PARKER, THE MORE 


CERTAIN / AM THAT 
ME STEELMAN 1S AT nl 


YOURE 
TELLING ME. 


The London Siilver Vaults have been robbed. Parker is the only 
man the police: know who could have cracked the vault safes... 
he returns from London to Lady Penelope's stately home .. . 


PARKER SOON FINDS Out... [ 
OKAY. NOSEY... S 
WERE GOING TO THE 


STATION... THERE ARE 
A FEW QUESTIONS 
THAT NEED 
ANEBWERING. 


WE HAVENT . 
{ MLICH TO GOON, Sie... 
AND PARKER DOESN'T 
LOOK LIKE A 
RAVISHING 


THIS. 
MORNING EVERY 
VALUABLE PIECE OF 
SILVER WAS STOLEN 
FROM THE LONDON 
VALILTS... CLOSE ON 
TWO MILLION 


VERY WELL, A Mla 


SERGEANT... LETS TRY 

A DIFFERENT APPROACH. N 

SS WE TELL THE STORY, HE = 
MIGHT GIVE HIMSELF 


A REGULAR CUSTOMER 
AT THE SILVER VAULTS, 

| LADY PENELOPE TALKS 
TO HER FAVOURITE 


YOUR LADYSHIR 
ASSISTANT. yee) 


THERE WERE ret 
ALL IDENTICAL. NEI 
THEY HYPNOTISED EVERYONE... 
17 WAS STRANGE... 
THEIR EYES... 


REMEMBER MY OLD 


ENEMY, MR: STEELMAN 7 
THIS 1S THE SORT 
OF PLAN HE 
WOULD. 
DEVISE. 


MR. STEELMAN IS 
ONLY A NAME... 
AND ‘TROUBLE TO 
LADY PENELOPE- 
SHE HAS NEVER 
SEEN HIS FACE.. 


SO.THE 
LOVELY PENELOPE 
CROSSES MY PATH 
AGAIN. THIS TIME 
1 WILL MAKE SURE 
(71S THE LAST 
WME SHE 
NTERFERES! 


—~e@ 
=e. 


AND _YOL SAY 
If THE VOLTAGE ON 
THE VAULT'S DOORS 


CHANCERY LANE TO 
UNCOLNS INN... LOCALITY 
OF MANY LAWYERS’ 


IN THE POLICE STATION 


/ NEVER DID 
NOTHING, MLADY.. 
ONEST / DIDN'T... 

 WAATS THIS ALL 
ABOUT? 


7 BELIEVE YOU, ~~ 
PARKER. CARRY ON, 
INSPECTOR... (LL FOLLOW 

YOU IN FAB ONE WHEN 
IVE CHANGED. 


‘ERE... SOME 

OF MY OLD LINDERWORLD 
MATES TOLD ME A 
BLOKE WAS PULLING 
OFF BIG ROBBERIES 

TO GET MONEY TO 

HIRE AN ARMY. 

‘E WANTS TO RULE 

THE WORLD. 


ABOUT THIS RAVISHING BEAUTY, 
THE SERGEANT MENTIONED 7, 


faa 


THE MOST DANGEROJS: 
CRIMINAL IN THE WORLD 
TALKS TO HIS PRIVATE 


SECRETARY... 
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INTERROG; 


ATION ROO! 


| BEEN SEVERAL 


8IG ROBBERIES: 
LATELY... ff 


RIGHT... HE 

CAN GO... THERE'S. 

NO EVIDENCE... BL/T 
WELL BE KEEPING 

OUR EYES ON Hi... 

REMEMBER THATS 


WELL, 
THE ONE 


SHE: eighteen years old, and by any- l AD 

body’s standards, a local girl that has a 

made good. Monica Rose, Hughie Green’s O5 a 
assistant on Double Your Money, is a perky 

little Londoner, who, when I met her, had a 

steaming cold. Despite this, she was gay and 

cheerful. “I’ve been snuffling for weeks,” 

she said, blowing vigorously into her 

handkerchief. 

Two years ago, Monica appeared on the 
programme as a contestant. A few weeks 
later she received a letter from the television 
company asking her to return as a full-time 
hostess. 

“J nearly fell through the floor when I got 
that letter,”’ she said. 

Monica is only 4’ 11” tall. “I grew two 
inches last year,” she said. “Don’t ask me 
why, mate!” She calls everyone mate, 
male or female. 

Very much a family girl—she has three 
sisters and a brother—Monica lives with her 
parents in a council flat in London. 

“Me dad’s a bit strict. He waits up for 
me if I’m out late, and cross examines me 
when I get in. Me mum covers up for me, 
though—she’s great!” She laughed, reveal- 
ing a perfect row of shining white teeth. 

Suddenly becoming a television person- 
ality has altered Monica’s life in many ways. 
For one thing, her friends are fewer. “I 
sometimes see one of me old schoolfriends 
in the street and ask ’em to pop round for a 
cup of tea. But they don’t. They think I’m 
superior ’cos I’m on telly.” 

Then there’s the question of money. “I 
don’t really know exactly how much I earn, 
but I spend £5 a week.” The rest is put 
into trust until she is twenty-one. She can 
spend £30 on a shopping spree without 
even missing it. 

“Bit different from the old times, i’n’t 
it?” she said, thinking of the days when she 

-urned £3 10s. a week as a junior clerk, and 
bought a dress every six months. 

Trips to America, her own car, fame and a 
smallish fortune—everything’s coming up 
roses for Monica, and all this for being her 
natural self. 


HE ten prizewinners of the 
‘Hidden Microphone" 
Competition in issue 10 of 
LADY PENELOPE have each é 
won an EMILY JANE hat, danetSrown, Sureox: 
coat and dress outfit. Jacqueline Hazel, 
The correct solution to the Staines ;LeonaJones, 
n was: lampshade Swansea; Ruth 

crooked; drawer open; fire- L I D 

ed; bust facing ongiey, ewsbur, 

wall; clock open and crooked Philippa Barnsley, 
chair-back cover. The micro- Hull; Sandra Ellis, 

phone was hidden under the GE 
air cushion. Of the correct Gravesend; Carole 
lutions submitted, the Varty, Glasgow; 
judges took age, neatness Alyson Mathie, Pin- 
and orig y of sentence 


Their names are: 


Surroun, b ? JOE completion into considera- net; -<Hilary “Sander: 
newers a lowers f, y tion when choosing the ten son, Barnsley; V.A. 
°Spital, in ‘ winners. Patterson, Devon. 
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Have your own kitchen just like Mummy’s 


The Lincoln 

Washing Machine/Spin-Dryer 
It’s just like the real thing. It wash- 
es and dries dolls’ clothes with a 
non-tangle action. Gets clothes 
every bit as clean as the big, big 
models. Stands 9” high. 

With an electric motor and battery 
operated it costs 24/11d. 


The Lincoln Cooker 


Works just like your mother’s 
cooker. On-off switches, red lights, 
glowing plates. Battery powered. 
It costs 24/11d. Stands 9" high. 


LINCOLN 


INTERNATIONAL 


At all good toy shops. 


vA 


d start collecting ‘Famous Cars’ pictar 


Get this great Zoom 


Post the coupon, 
with a 1/- postal order, 
for your 14-page 

Zoom Picture Card Album. 
Be first to collect the 
fabulous series of 
full-colour picture cards 


of Famous Cars. There’s fi © \n3 exciting flavours: Raspberry, 

one FREE with every ' x 3 Pineapple, Lime—at this sign. 

Zoom iced lolly! p / a é ses Seg) 

P.S. look for the exciting ' < } Hf To cet your Zoom Album just post this coupon 
quiz at the back 3 4 ff together with a 1/- postal order 


f th q : ' To: “Car Album” Lyons Maid Ltd., 
of the album. ; Glacier House, Hammersmith Grove, W.6. 


NAME. 


ADDRESS. 
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Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


1m SWOOPING UPWARDS, THE SPACEMOBILE DROPS 
On a strange planet, and with THE MASSIVE CREATURE| | FROM THE GiANT JAW..... 
their spacemobile clamped in Pm 2 ENTERS THE ciTr = 
the jaws of a gigantic sea- TAKE US INTO THE [THROUGH A VAST ROUND) 
monster, the Robinsons find) © \ 7K Dab... 0OoR. 
themselves travelling towards a z a ¥ 
magnificent city beneath the 
sea... i} 


IT CERTAINLY 
LOOKS THAT WAY, 
TAM... 


WERE IN SOME SORT 
OF CHAMBER... AND LOOK... 
THE MONSTERS LEAVING! 


ae THAT NOISE MUST 
THE WATER BEING 
ORAINED OUT OF 

THIS CHAMBER... 


GFA 


114 WORRIED, CRAIG, 
HE LOOKS BAD. WE MUST 


CRAIG (S RIGHT. SOON THE WATER LEVEL 
FALLS ANO THE SPACEMOBILE IS EXPOSED... THEN... 


A STRANGE SOUND, NO MORE THAN A 
WHISPER, ENTERS THE SPACEMOBILE..... 


(7S A MAGNETIC 
SUCTION CAP_ WHICH. 
MEANS. WHOEVER LIVES 
IN THIS FLACE KNOWS 


THE SPACEMOBILE BEGINS 
ANOTHER JOURNE’ 
ij Wy 


I rue THEr Re 


THEY RE 
TRYING TO 
HYPNOTIZE US... 

WE MUST FIGHT I(T! 


} PERHAPS 
THEY'RE TRYING 
Rl 70 SAEAK 70 US. 

ant tS 


WELL SOON 
FIND OUT, TAM... 


14 © 1966 by Western Publishing Co., Inc. LADY PENELOPE May 21, 1966 


SPY SPECIAL 


ema | 
Gorgeous Italian actress 
Monica Vitti, who is to 

star in the forth-coming film 
“Modesty Blaise’. Modesty 

is a sort of female James Bond. 


ee ae eS 


'HE World Government Home Office 

has just given LADY PENELOPE 
clearance to release all the latest 
“Classified Info." on espionage! So 
FAB Club's team of top agents have 
donned cloaks and daggers for this 
week's issue. Don't forget—these des- 
patches are confidential, and for FAB 
Agents’ eyes only! Enemy spies . . . 
BEWARE! FAB is watching you! 


Tendlope C-W. 


SS SS OS EY eS oe 
Diana Rigg . . . alias 
Emma Peel of tele- 
vision’s ‘Avengers’ 
/ yf series. Diana’s 
ic wardrobe for the 
part was specially 
designed for her by 
John Bates. 


ee ce a ee et 
TT A 


* 


yN 
CONFIDENTIAL 


One method of sending top 
secret, highly confidential 
information is to tattoo the 
message on an agent's shaved 
head . . . and then to let his hair 
grow again before he crosses 
enemy lines! 


bs 
k 
* 
* 


: 
Bs 
f 
: 
* 
ie 


No prizes for knowing who 
this Agent is! Lady 
Penelope is feared and 


dreaded by all 
Bereznik spies! 


Sending despatches by “‘microdot’”” was 
first used by the Germans, then 
adopted by the Russians. Documents 
are photographed down to the size of a 
pin-head, fixed to an envelope, and a 
stamp is stuck on top. The message 
then travels with ordinary mail! 


Secret Formula for 
FAB Agents only! 


One packet of Rowntree's orange jelly; 
11 0z. can of mandarin oranges; 6 oz. can 
of evaporated milk; $ pint of double 
cream; glace cherries. 

Strain the juice from the oranges and use 
it to make up to 4 pint of liquid with cold 
water. Pour into a saucepan and bring to 
the boil, remove from heat, add the jelly 
and stir until dissolved. Pour into a bowl! 
and leave to cool. 

When jelly is cold and almost set, stir in 
the evaporated milk. Pour into a wetted 
ring mould and leave to set. Ease jelly 
onto a plate, put mandarin oranges in the 
centre, and decorate with the cream and 
cherries. Eat quickly before Bereznik 
agents steal it! 


Information can also be written in 
“invisible” ink (lemon juice will do) 
on rice paper. The paper is held near 
a fire . . . and the message appears. 
‘The rice paper can then be—eaten! 


JOELL ILE 


REF:77/01Station F. 
To. Lady Fanelpe 


From Security a 
MemoCevance 


publish facts fp 
febGleg 


SSShhh 


Latest revelations from the beauty front! 


FAB Agents—planted at strategic points all over the 
country—have been sending in despatches about all 
ue latest spy equipment on the beauty counters. 

ene 


| <a @ The best way to disguise yourself—a quick change 


Lise ore 2 of hairstyle! That means, of course, having shining, 
healthy hair to start with. Vitapointe cream shampoo 

FALSE... TRUE... TRUE... is good for dry hair, reports one FAB Agent. For 

Mata Hari... Countess Krystyna Gyzycka was a Elizabeth Brousse—code name holding a new hairstyle, Richard Hudnut Style Set 

legendary woman good spy. Born in Poland, she was a ‘Cynthia’ to the British Secret is a good setting lotion. Got a cold and can’t wash hair ? 

spy (pictured beauty queen inher teens andachamp- — Service—was one of the most ‘Gem’ Dry Shampoo puffs in and brushes out—taking 

above).She wasn't ion ski-er. She came to Britain just famous agents. The debutante dirt and grease with it. 

specially beautiful before the last war and joined British daughter of a Colonel, she © Tie bese way to keep cool ania eiciy acuatt 

nor was she good _ Intelligence as an agent. With the married a Warsaw diplomat sotes ; mee es 

at her job. Her — under-cover name of Christine Gran- just before the last war. She was Miners’ Mod Mist cologne spray in a big squeezy pack. 


officer boyfriend _ ville, she served in Hungary, Polandand so beautiful that dozens of 


@ The best way to freshen up when you’re a long way 
put her name France, helping thousands of Allied Polish and French officers fell in 


from soap and water and on an assignment—Quickies 


down on the sec- soldiers to escape. She was awarded the love with her . . . so it was easy cleansing pads—most refreshing. 

ret agent's pay | George Medal and the O.B.E. for for her to extract information % 

list. . . to save ‘special services’. Adopting her code —_ from them! She discovered the @ And anytime, anywhere, say our contacts, 

himself some name, shesettled here after the war... FrenchNavalcodingsystemand Kleenex tissues are easy to use, handier than hankies 
L money! but in 1952. changed the course of the war! and can even wipe away tell-tale fingerprints! 
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Fashion Imp mai 
gorgeous sun hat in Chinese 
natural coloured straw, so it 


, it costs under ten 
Paar at leading stores all 
over the country. A sun hat 
goes with each of the prize 
beach sets this week—and 
there are 20 extra hats 
runners-up! 


TEN of these lovely 
Tick-A-Tee beach sets 


are to be won this 
week! In multi-colour- 
ed printed cotton, the 
jacket is terry-towell- 
ing lined, and the 
shorts have an elastic 
waist. The two cost 
from 46 shillings. Size . 
range is 18° to 36° 
according to your dress 
length. Shorts and tops 
are available separ- 
ately. 


Lady | PeAclope needs a holiday. She has 
been working hard recently on some 
difficult assignments. There’s been LADY 
PENELOPE magazine to run, too. She’s 
tired, needs a change of air, wi iF 
but says being lazy all the tim 
boring. So Parker has collected | 
brochures from the travel agency, and has 
come up with the following holiday 
suggestions: 


A. Sightseeing tour of the capital cities of | on the entry coupon (rig 


Europe, booking in at luxury hotels. Good 
food. Chance to look up old friends. 

B. Fortnight in Blackpool—where the air's 
bracing and there's lots to do. 

C. Two weeks at a beauty farm. Healthy 
food. Regular exercise. Massage—and early 
nights. 

D. A stay on her own yacht, anchored off 


e should Lady Penelope 


Monte Carlo in the Mediterranean. Swim- 
ming, sunbathing, water-ski-ing—and_ she 
can go ashore in the evenings if she likes. 
E. A visit to glorious Devon. Pleasant 
walks, fresh air—and think | oh all those 
delicious cream teas! 
Which of these sugge: 
is best for Lady Per 


in your answer in the 1 


o 


remaining four in order of pret 
complete the sentence ‘‘My first choice is 
best because . . .” in not more than ten 
words. Then write your full name, age and 
address clearly on the coupon, state the 
size of Tick-A-Tee playsuit you'd like if 
you are one of the first ten winners, and 
post to the address on the coupon, to arrive 
NOT LATER than Tuesday, May 24, 1966. 
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Exclusive design for LADY PENELOPE readers to Knit for themselves! 
mn 


MATERIALS: 


11, (12, 13, 14) ozs. of SIRDAR DOUBLE 
KNITTING WOOL. One oz. of contrasting 
colour for the embroidery. One pair each of 
No. 9 and No. 11 knitting needles. 


MEASUREMENTS: 


Chest 26, (28, 30, 32) ins. Length from centre 
back neck to lower edge 18, (19, 20, 21) ins. 
Sleeve seam 11, (12, 13, 14) ins. 


TENSION: 


6 sts. and 8 rows = 1 square inch. 


ABBREVIATIONS: 
K,, knit; p. purl; st(s). h(es); in(s)., 
inch(es); st.st., stocking stitc! jec., decrease; 
inc. increase; cont., continue(ing); foll(s)., 
follow(ing)(s); beg., begin(ing); alt., alternate; 
rep., repeat; rem., remain(ing); tog., together; 
t.b.I., through back loops. 


BACK: 


With No. 11 needles cast on 88, (94, 100, 106) 
sts. Work in k.1,p.1 rib for 2 ins. Change to 
No. 9 needles and work straight in st.st. until 
back measures 114, (12, 125, 13) ins. from beg., 
ending on a p. row. SHAPE RAGLAN ARM- 
HOLES. Cast off 3 sts. at beg. of next 2 rows. 
Cont. thus: 1st. row.—K.3, k.2 tog., k. to last 5 
sts., k.2 tog. t.b.I., k.3. 2nd. row.—P. Rep. last 
2 rows 26, (28, 30, 32) times more (28, 30, 32, 


DENCE, 
QUERIES WITH © YOUR: 
COUPON. READERS WHO DO SO» 
WILL BE DISQUALIFIED. 

‘The rules for this competition ate the same 
as those: printed for previous competitions. 
A full list of the rules can be obtained from 
the address on page 2 if a ready-stamped, 
self-addressed envelope is enclosed. 
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a4ets.), ending on a p. row. Leave these sts. 
a spare needle. 


FRONT: 


Work as for back until 50, (52, 54, 56) sts. rem., 
ending ona p. row. SHAPE NECK. Next row.— 
K.3, k.2 tog., k.14 sts. and leave them on a 
spare needle, k.12, (14, 16, 18) sts. and leave 
them on a spare needle (or holder), k. to last 5 
sts., k.2 tog. t.b.I., k.3. Cont. on right side sts. 
Cont. armhole shaping, and dec. 1 st. at neck 
edge on next 6 rows. Cont. straight at neck 
edge, but cont. armhole shaping until 3 sts. 
rem. Now k.2 tog. at end of next k. row (2 sts.). 
Work 1 row straight. K.2 tog. and fasten off. 
Rejoin wool to sts. on spare needle at neck 
edge and work this side to match, reversing 
the shapings. 


SLEEVES (Both alike): 
With No. 11 needles cast on 44, (46, 48, 50) sts. 
Work in k.1, p.1 rib for 2 ins. Change to No. 9 
needles and work 2 rows in st.st. Inc. 1 st. at 
both ends of the next and every foll. 6th. row 
10, (11, 12, 13) times, inc. 1 st. at both ends of 
every foll. 4th. row twice (68, 72, 76, 80 sts.). 
Cont. straight until sleeve measures 11, (12, 
13, 14) ins., ending on a p. row. SHAPE 
RAGLAN TOP. Cast off 3 sts. at beg. of next 
2 rows. Cont. shaping now as for back arm- 
holes until 8, (8, 8) sts. rem., ending on a.p. 
row. Leave the sts. on a spare needle. 


NECK BAND: 


Join both raglan seams of right sleeve top, 
and the front seam only of left sleeve top. 
With right side of work facing, with No. 11 
needles, pick up and k.8 sts. of left sleeve top, 
22 sts. down left side of front neck, k. the 12, 
(14, 16, 18) sts. on holder, 22 sts. up right side 
of front neck, k. the 8 sts. of right sleeve top, 
k, the 28, (30, 32, 34) sts. of back neck. Work in 
k.1, p.-1 rib for 2 ins. Cast off very loosely in rib, 
using a much larger needle to cast off with. 


TO FINISH: 


Press well with a warm iron over a damp 
cloth. Join remaining raglan seam. Join sleeve 
and side seams in one line. Join edges of 
neck band, fold neck band in half and slip- 
stitch down to wrong side of neck. Press 
seams. 


Using a wool needle and the contrasting wool, 


work the “P" on front in Swiss Embroidery, 
following the chart carefully. 


e 
3 
Cy 
z 
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In order of preference, my choice of holidays for 
Lady Penelope are: 


ooo 


2nd 3rd 


My first choice is best becaus: 


(limit 10 words) 


If | am one of the first 10 winners, | would like a 


Tick-A-Tee playsuit in size.... 


POST TO: LADY PENELOPE’S HOLIDAY, 
317, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.99. 


I 
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Ag: 


Samantha and Darrin are bewitched, bothered and bewildered keeping tabs on Tabatha! 


BABY TABATHA HAS SET COMING! HAVE YOU 
A PROBLEM FOR DARRIN WRAPPED HER UP WELL , 
AND SAMANTHA -15 SHE DARKIN, AND. REMEMBERED 
A ORTAL..?| HER HAT P 


SAM! WE'RE 
READY! 


HELLO, \ 
z eee CHEEKG! 
Lou? WAS YOUR FATHER 
{ NOSE toner . : GOING 70 LET YOU 
SY ADS oy OUT WITHOUT 


Y SAM! O10 THE BABY 
MAKE THAT BO77LE 
FLOAT 2 “DON'T BE 
SULLY, DARRIN-1 


NEARLY DROPPED 17, 
COME ON, OR WELL 
NEVER GET YOU SAY SHES 
NOT A WITCH, BUT 
ra EVERY TIME SHE 


POINTS, SOMETHING 


HAPPENS / A 


| 
je Y> Fe— < 
rr. ~< 4 7 SEE/ SEES 
A THE FURNITURES 
MNOT DOING THAT 
WTSELF/ 


MAYBE ALITTLE BABY \ 
COULDNT, BUT A 
LITTLE VTECH EVERYONES 
COLD! LOOKING AT 


ALITTLE BABY 


@ \e 
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HELLO, MISS STEVENS / 
ARE YOU CHUCKLING 
FOR YOUR UNCLE 


DARRIN AND SAM HURRY 
JON, AND MEET LARRY... 
WELL! WELL! 16 1T 


J8NT THE PROUD 
PARENTS... 


OH, NO -SHE'S 
TURNED Hi GREENS 
QUICKLY, SAM — DO 
SOMETHING / 


NOT CONVINCED 7 


WELL, HAVE SHE MAKES BOTTLES: 


S0LONE 
TO BE GETTING LARRY -SEE YOU 
TOMORROW / 


UM STILL . 
=| NOT CONVINCED, 
OARRIN. 


WE'RE FIFTY FEET 
OFE THE GROUND! SAM, 


GET US DOWN BEFORE Z : 
HER POWERS RUN 5) NOW THAT 
ours 2S ( (COULDN'T HAVE BEEN 


TABATHA ... AND VLL 

PROVE IT! RAIN O[DDLE 

(\ BIE, FALL FROM THE 
. ser s 


Ly iT THERE'S ‘ »/ 
OKAY, MOTHER - : ; OL es, SAM, CANT. 
VKNOW ‘YOURE THERE! i Oey Wor STOP THE RAIN 


YOU NEVER COULD ¢ BEFORE / CATCH 
STAND THE RAIN] Uae aet 


MY DEATH OF 
CO. 
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THE FULL STORY ... HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN! 


= - MARINA IGNORES HER FATHER'S SHOUTS, 
Aphony, Marina and Barinth-find more Pacificans SHE SWIMS CLOSE TO THE SEA BED. 
in some caves. A chemical on the cave walls causes EE 


AUT 
ea 
Hy COME BACK, 

g] MARINA... WHERE 


GHE HURRIES BACK 
TO HER FATHER.-- 


GEE, FATHER... % - 
THE SHELL WILL BUT IT 18 
PROTECT MY EYES. t ) MORE DANGEROUS 
1 CAN LEAD OUR FOR THE PACIFICANS 
PEOPLE FROM [ : EXPOSED TO THE 
THE CAVES6. CHEMICAL, 


f CHILD. ..17 18 TOO 
\ DANGEROUS. 


WITHIN AN HOUR THE 
CAVES ARE CLEARED. LOOK... 


= —— IT 16 OUR LEADER... 


|; y ad MIGHTY APHONY 


DO NOT BE AFRAID... 
ONCE YOU ARE OLUTEIDE 
YOUR SIGHT WiLL RETURN, 


THE FACIFICANS REJOICE 
AND ONLY BARINTH HEARS 
A LOW OMINOUS ZB 


QUIET EVERYONE. . 
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